WAR   IN   THE   AIR

back to Dresden, where the tumult and shouting was still going
on and that Henleinist speaker was shouting at the top pitch of a
voice grown hoarse but still willing about the things he was going
to do to the Czechs.

In a new war, or at any rate in the first stages of it, until the
population gets inured to these things, I think all governments
will have to do what the Czechoslovaks did during the crisis
and impound radio sets. No human nerves can, without a transi-
tion period, stand this infernal cacophony of lies and hatred,
beating about the ears at all times of the day and from all parts
of the earth.

Listening to it, I had an idea which seems to me to have the seeds
of great things in it. Why has no military genius employed noise as
an instrument of warfare? Just noise, amplified and amplified and
amplified, growing louder and louder and louder until everything
cracks and quails before it. Try it for yourself sometime. Get
Hitler on the radio and then make it as loud as you can. Imagine
that noise amplified a hundred or a thousand times.

I hope somebody will try this out, I think there is something in it.

On this night, physically and emotionally exhausted by this
devil's concert, I tried to get London. It was the most difficult
of all stations to reach, on my radio. But I diligently sought and
sought. Here, I thought, I should find something restful.

At last I found it.

All the little pansy voices.

I'm in love with my dear wife, are you?, yes eye-yam.

I do like er little bit er snuff.

Good naight.

Good naight.
My God!
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